The Hi It ary af King Lear, 

Is pra&ife,btlely giue me my fieruant foorth ; 

Tell the Duke and’s wife,Ilefpeake withthem 
Now prcfent!y,bid them come forth and heare me, 

Or at their chamber doore lie beate the drum. 

Till it cry fleepe to death. 

Gloft.l would haue all well betwixt you. 

Lear. O my heart ! my heart. 

Foole. Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the Eeles, 
when fhe put them vp i’th pafle aliuc,flie rapt vm ath coxcombs 
with a flick e, and cryed downe wantons, downe; twasherbro- 
lber,that in pure kindnelfe to his horfe,butterd his hay , 

Enter Luke and Regan, 

Lear . Good morrow to you both. 

Duk, e.Haile to your Grace. 

Reg . I am glad to fee your HighnelTe. 

Lear. Keegan, I thinke you are, I know what reafon 
I haue to thinke fo ; if thou fhouldft not be glad, 

I would diuorce me from thy mothers toombe. 

Sepulchring an adultereffe,yea,areyou free? 

Some other time for that.Beloued Regan , 

Thy After is naught, 6 Regan fhe hath tied 
Sharpe tooth’d vnkindneffe, like a vulture heere. 

3 can fcarfe fpeake to thee,thou’t not beleeue. 

Of how depriued a quality.O Rggan. 

Reg. I pray fir takepatience,I haue hope 
You leife know how to value her defert. 

Then fhe to flacke her duty. 

Lear My curfes on her. 

Tfg.O fir, you are olde; 

Nature on you ftands on the very verge of her Confine, 

You ihould be ruled and led by fotne diferetion. 

That difeernes your ftate better then you your felfe. 

Therefore I pray,that to our filter you do make retutne* 

Say you haue wrongd her fir. 

Lear. Aske her forgiueneffe. 

Do you marke how this becomes the houfc i 

Deare 


TbeHiftir)*/ King tear . 

Deare daughter,! confefle that I am old. 

Age is vnneceffary,on my knees beg, 

That you’l vouchfafe me rayment,bed and food. 

£<g.Good fir no more,thefe arc vnfightly tricks, 

Retutne you to my filter. 

Lear So Regan, ' 

She hath abated me of halfe my «aine, 

Lookc backe vpon mc,ftroke me with her tongue. 

Strike her young bones, you taking aires with lamnefle. 

Lear. You nimble lightnings dart your blinding flames 
Into her fcornfull eies, infect her beauty, 

You Fen fuckt fogs,drawne by the powertuU Sunne, 

To fall and bhft her pride. 

Reg.O the bleftGods,fo will you wifh on me, - 

When the ralh mood ' 

Lear No Regan, thou fhalt neuer haue my curie. 

The tender hefted nature (hall not giue thee ore 

To harfhnesjber cies are fiercc,but thine do comfort & not bum 
Tis not in thee to grudge my pleafures.to cut off my trame> 

To bandy hafty words ,to leant my fixes, 

And in conclufion,t© oppofc the bolt 
A gain ft my comming injthou better knoweft 
The offices ofnature,bond of child-hood, 

Effe&s of ctirtefie,dues of gratitude. 

Thy halfe of the kingdome,haft thou not forgot ' 

Wherein 1 thee endowed. 

^fg.Good fir to the purpofe. 

Lwr.Whoput my mani’thftockes ? 1 

Dakf. W hat trumpet s that ? 

Enter Steward. 

^<£,1 know’t my fiftt rs.this approues her letters, 

That the would foone be here,is your Lady come ? 

Lear.T his is aflaueywhofe cafieboirowed ptide 

E 3 Dyvels 


